TWO ON A TOWER

HI

MR. TORKINGHAM trotted briskly onward to his house,
a distance of about a mile, each cottage, as it revealed
its half-buried position by its single light, appearing
like a one-eyed night creature watching him from an
ambush. Leaving his horse at the parsonage he per-
formed the remainder of the journey on foot, crossing
the park towards Welland House by a stile and path
till he struck into the drive near the north door of the
mansion.

This drive, it may be remarked, was also the com-
mon highway to the lower village, and hence Lady
Constantine's residence and park, as is occasionally the
case with old-fashioned manors, possessed none of the
exclusiveness found in some aristocratic settlements.
The parishioners looked upon the park avenue as
their natural thoroughfare, particularly for christenings,
weddings, and funerals, which passed the squire's
mansion with due considerations as to the scenic effect
of the same from the manor windows. Hence the
house of Constantine, when going out from its break-
fast, had been continually crossed on the doorstep for
the last two hundred years by the houses of Hodge and
Giles in full cry to dinner. At present these collisions
were but too infrequent, for though the villagers passed
the north front door as regularly as ever, they seldom
met a Constantine. Only one was there to be met,
and she had no zest for outings before noon.

The long, low front of the Great House, as it was
called by the parish, stretching from end to end of the
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